"That misbegotten slut has set them oa. Away with you I Away P
He started to move forward so as to put himself in the way, and he
was almost rolled over by the rush of the three bravos. But by this
time, Prospero, who had acted upon swift instinct, was vanishing
round ;hs corner at the far end of the long building.
Tne glimpse they had of that fleeing figure was enough. They
were after him like hounds upon a trail. But they were stiff from the
saddle, whilst Prospero was comparatively fresh, and he was naturally
fleet of foot. He ran in a cold rage at this ignominy of having to save
his life by his heels, but in the conviction that if he were overtaken a
swift death on the spot would be the best for which he could hope.
And he would ensure it, he vowed, if overtaken he were. Meanwhile
he ran only until he could find a position of advantage that held out
some hspe of dealing with these pursuers. Then he would accept the
odds of three to one.
The chase went away past the Cathedral and across the square
before the ducal palace, where a year ago his father had reigned.
Beyond that he took to narrow alley-ways on the rising ground towards
Carignano. Deliberately he chose this daedalus of little winding
streets as affording the best means of perhaps yet baffling the pursuit.
Deserted though tnese alleys were, they were not so deserted but that
here and there someone was astir to stand gaping at his flight and to
inform his pursuers of the way he had taken.
The pace and the acclivity were beginning to wind him, and he was
thinking of doubling back so that he might go downhill once more,
when a twist of the alley which he followed brought him suddenly into
a diminutive square: a plot of grass within a frame of acacia trees,
overlooked by small houses, all of which were close-shuttered and
dominated by a little church the door of which was closed.
It was a place familiar to him with the vague familiarity of some-
thing seen in a dream. Four ways led out of it. The way on his right
was the narrowest. Six steps led through an archway up to it, and on
that narrow summit he would make a stand. But having reached it
he was lured on by the deep shadows of the narrow way beyond, run-
ning between high blank walls, like a gully between cliffs. He sup-
posed them to enclose the gardens of palaces set here on the heights of
Carignano. And soon the assumption was confirmed. The wall on
his right was for a considerable space thickly clad in ivy. Then it was
broken by an embrasure within the shadow of which there was a door.
The sight of it a\\oke in him a memory of a year ago. Through that
doorway he had driven a party of looters on the day Genoa was
opened 10 the French. There was a debt of which this was the moment
to claim payment.
He flung himself at the door to find it barred. He looked up. The
low lintel made a narrow edge. About it for a yard or so the ivy
exposed a trunk as thick as a man's arm. He was inspired to see in it
a ladder lowered by Fate for his salvation, provided that the claspers of
the ivy would hold to the summit, some fifteen feet above.
As he paused, breathing hard, the loud, discordant voices of his
58